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18, «Ovenpying & dilapls

ek the Silent Cliy, &
Nlar  sot nt _ hear Ihaoa.
1r York, Polly Hopkins lives
with: hear father, womi) Jerry, and
"N womnn, Granny llcﬂ:. On
an adincenti farm, COwscnr nnett,
rntu of, in & neighbor.

. sacretly narried “Ilh vel; l':
berimon, supposedly weoalthy gir
of the nelghbarhood. Polly alone
knows (helr soorst, Marcos Moo
tlere poCuUp: 1 r wlers
mined snomy. pull, overhemra &
convarsation bLetween MacKenzie
and & sra . In which the for-

mar avows his Intention drive
Iio squutiers from his | "

da

Kenrle, who owne the

on_the bount

of MHob-
, Byvulyn's

win.

CHAPTER 111,
—_——

As she ru, Polly Hopkine cogltated
on MacKenzle's words, Evelyn’s moth
er had snld that she woas uw odd as she
was fithy,

Mra. Ttobertson! The arrogaut wome
sn who Hyed on the il In n house wl-
most blg eoough 0 held every person
# the Silent Cilty ought nol to smy
&1 ything nguinst the squatters. If the
eund Jady only knew i, her own
daughier had stooped to u trick wuch
A wonld put to shame any but-wom-
nn, A squatier wife would not leave

~ her was o de for hieelf or deny him
before the world, Added o Polly’s
personul humilistion was MacKenzle's
thrent ngalnst Duddy Hopkins,

The hope Robert Perclval's words
had Instiled in her seced (o die as
#he traveled, nod hor heart best with
fenr, tor should O) Mare get his fin.
gors on Daddy Hopkins, Pully had no
douby there would be mothing but -
prisonment for bl and the graveyard
for her and Jerry., Bhe could not
think of Ufe without her father. Not
® single night bad she ever been away
- from bis kindly love und attention—
M Wee Jorry! A wivid pleture rose
pefore her of the buby's grief If he
could not straddie daddy's peck and
his fathor was a horse,
When she reached the top of the
rocks, she pulled up nnd cast a
ut over the lnke. The enlling
of her mude bher turn swiftly,
Recognizing Bvelyn Robertsot's voles,
girl came
MacKenzie's
was quite unlike the little
Muatter, fashlonable ralneont pro-
_Aected her from the wet; and she car-
rled w lght wmbrella In her gloved
haud. The greeting between them was
o of embarrassment,

“I were goln' to find my daddy,”
Polly explutned.  “He's somewheres
along the Jake. 1 dldn't know I'd come
#n yuu this wornin',”

The memory of Mrs, Robertson's
brought a rush of eolor 1o her

and she looked down nt her feet.
There surged up In her & fecllng that
wanl anything to do with
hoy of these poople, Why should she?
Yy v she was only a

meantime,
Be squatter girl was her only means
communication,

HWalt, Pollyop, walt & minute!
ne down Just te speak to you,”
Wheellng slowly around, Polly fuced

“What do you want? she nsked In
Tones,
*Pollyop,” elnculated Evelyn, com.
awiftly 'to her slde, *U'wm nlmost
pared to donth. My cousin, Bob—oh,
Mi'Ye got to balp me again [
Bob! Then the soldler In the une
was BEvelyn's cousln, Bob ! That
the nlcest name In all the workd,
nuime fAtted for the man who had
fapped tnto the 8llent Olty to help
the squetters. Soddenly her
nod chunged. She forgot Oscar Beo-
eit and his odous words, forgot that
e girl erying for her ald had allowed
mothet to say dreadful things
minst her and Daddy Hopklos, If
Evelyn were related (o the soldler,
e Polly Hopking would do anything
i Robertson amked of her,
*What do you want?™ she repeated
¥ly. blushing.
*It's thin" answersd Bvelyn., “Mr.
arKennle's home—and wy cousin
with bim. My cousin, Robert
relval 1™
“In your eousin u handsome foller
h long legs an' a face—"
Pollyop stopped for lack of worda
jow could she describe the NMne, sym-
etle countenance she hmsid  seen
am the but roof?
*Yen" Nvelyn Interiected, “Boly's
fully good-looking, and he's tall too,
lisien, Pollyop; youn must go to
senln for me this very day—Oh,

v

THE LEHI

SUN. LEHI, UTA
S ———

orm Country Polly

by Grace Miller White

Poily considered the pretty fuce
mioment.  She could not understand
why the homecoming of the eousin
and Old Mare should make Evelyn so
flustered, With her steady eyes upon
ber sha was stodylog over this ques
tioi when Evelyn burst forth:

“Toll Osear 1 haven't any money ! |
Just ewn't get b pow !  And, Pollyop,
ell him too that he mustn't write me
iy mwore letters. My mother—well,
If she Tound one of them, she'd turn
me out of the house™

Polly’s mouth flew open. She could
not coneelve of a girl dolng anything
Iy the world bad enough to make her

"
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while you belong to Oscar, Miss Eve™
she ventured gravely,

“Well, 1 know It; of course 1 know
retorted  Kvelyn,
censure o the other's tones @ “hut I've
Kot to he free,
mich eure how, That's the way Os
ear's got to help me! Anywny make
him unders'and he's got to walt; he
must he quiet and not bother me, Then
come tonight, and let me know what
he suy=,

The xquatter girl nodded. Bhe wonld
rather have hoen switched than see Os-
cor Benuett ngain,

resenting

'm so frantie, 1 don

Wil you, Polly?"

ihe

mether turn ber out of her home.
“Lordy! Wowld she, bow?"
Enspmed,

I excuse, “You know that, Polly”
Certaluly Polly knew ft]

pathetle lndy many a time when lork.
Ing near the Hobertson home with »
twessage from Osear to Evelyn?

"1 don't know what T will do, Polly,”
the ather girl went on, “If you don't
help  me—and—some time 1INl really
do something for you"

A temptntion to blurt out the words
Marens MacKenzle had spoken as
salled the squatter girl; but BEvelyn
looked worrled! Polly's henrt was as
soft an the velvet In her eyes when
she came upon troublé of any kind,
“You've been good to Wee Jerry,”
she Interposed gently. “Awful good,
He ‘most glgeles his lttle life nway
when | bring him the goodies you send
Tk
"I'm going to do a ot for both of
you,"  returned  Evelyn impulsively,
L “nnd today 1 brought this bag of candy
for the baby. Here! Take it! And
youw'll go to Omear for me us soon ps
You ean, won't yout”
Smiling, Polly slipped the package
of eweels dnto her pocket. She could
forgi*+ mnything agalost herself for
the sake of seelng Wee Jerry amlle
and hearing him crow over the con-
tenta of the small bag.
“Yep,” she agreed, “an' say all you
tell me to, But what If he kicks up n
row? He's gettin' awful pernlckity,
Oncar Is!"
A sharp ery from Evelyn was fol-
lowed by:
“Tell bim e musin't! Make him
promise he won't! And—aund, Pollyop,
Tll tell you sowothing else, i you'll
promise never to tell"
“I never told anything yet, have 19
Pollyop protesteéd in low, Indignunt
Lunes,
“No one must ever know nbout Oscar
and me" Evelyn begno, still harplog

nhie
"My mother's proud,” sald Evelyn,

Hadn't
she ducked out of sight of the unsym-

“Yep.”" she ausentd, “I'tt hunt him
up lute this aftersoon sod then hos-
tle right over to you, 1 gol to go now !"

For some moments nfter Evelyn
left her, Polly watched the slim flg-
ure on the path to the woods. Then
£he suddenly remembered Marcus Mae:
Kenzle and  without a  Dbackward
glance hurrled  swiftly townrd the
south,

Meantime three squntiers from the
Silent City were in the Bad Man's
ravine dressing the Ash they bad net-
ted the wight before,  One enormous
man was seated on a fint rock, his bare
feet nlmost tonching the water ns It
hurvied by to the lnke. On his ghoul-
ders, with his legs wound tightly
around the man's neck, sat o small
boy, little more than a baby, He was
shivering with cold, and, us the spring
rain shot Its drops upon his face, he
Ifted a smull hand and hroshed them
awny. Seemingly oblivious of the
welght agninst his swarthy head, the
man pleked up & fish und contemplated
It with a seowl, Then he procesded to
clenn It deftly, >
The sllence was unbroken for a long
time except by the rushing of the wa-
ter, the groesome ronning of the
knlves aver the fish scales and a ltile
whimper, now and then, from the child
astride the man's neck,
“1 heard in town,” broke forth Lye
Braoger, “that Old Mare MacKenzie's
comin' home, Here's where us squat-
ters get h—] flung at us good and
plenty.”
Jeremlah Hopking stopped hls work
and frowned at the speaker.
“He'd best be a-dookin' out for his
self,” he muttered. “Mebhe he'll get n
tnste of the hot place If he does any
struttin' around the Silent Clity,"”
“Mehbe,” repented Larry Bishop,
and no more, Murcus MacKenzle,
handsome, smug and rich, had been the
Instrument that had moved the hamnds
of the law to swing open the prison
doors and shove Larry Blshop inside
Just when hig young wife needed him
most,

Onece In sight of the ronring water,
rushing In torrents from the Bad Man's
rvine, Polly sent out a peculiar liitle
trill; mand the hoarse answer of n
man‘s velce mingled with {tx ocho ns
It struck the enormous, up-roaring
rock slabs,

Polly*s heart bounded and lo#t lta
heavy welght of fear, Daddy Hop-
kins had responded ponderopsiy to her
first enll. In another momwent she was
erewling up the Jugged sides of the
deep gull, As she came up to them,
Hopking' companions waved her a
greeting, bul stopped their work at
the slght of her sober face,

“What's up, lnssle? demanded Hop-
kins, “You mln't seen a ghost, have
your

“Waorser'n that, Daddy." she replied,
“Much worser'n that! Old Mare's
home, an' I heard him say he's goln’
to root us squatters out of the Sllent
City.™

A bhrute-Wie glare Mashed Into Lar
ry Rishop's eyes,

“Did he, now, brat?™ he muttered,
taking wp his knife and looking at it
Polly squatted down beside her fath-
er, slipping ome hand under his arm.
The other she gave to the chlld, who
grasped It engerly,

“IMd he, pew? came In repetition
from Bishop's throat,

“GZranny’ll know
::fnlnr-v r:-mm Some mornin' the 8l
lemt Cite'! wake up an’ find the [1ape
shiuck burned to the rocks."

sAfetibe pot,” replied Polly simply,
wahswiy, Grinny don’t
uqu'_kIm‘u Ivin' with us
A sudden thought of Nobert Pers
elval shot a qneer lttle thelll theough
her, and she got confusedly to her feot,

“it's oo blamed cold for the baby tn

go along home with Poll, an’ get ™
up n bi”

The ehilld get up a howl that flunhg
jtsolf back and forth In  squenling
echoey from side to slde of the ravine
but the struggle of unloosening Wet
Jerry's Augers from his fathers thick
bair was short and sharp,

“fake him home, brat” sald Jers
wlah to Poliyop. “"He's llke a frog

gooit what havin'

need her hut ||

“ponls, but the wind's el Ihl.i
mornin’ 1 ahe exelilmed,
“Thut's =0," answered lier father.

sing here, Get wll'n my neck, boy, nh |
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“Sure, 8o 'Tis,"” Answered Polly, “But
'Tain't Everything In the World.”

poor Imp. We got a full hour's work
yet.”

With the child's hand In hers, Polly
Inoked at her father.

“Come when you can, Dadds, 1got a
¥prise for you.”

“Guod Nitle kid, your girl 1s, Jore !
miah” droned Braeger, nnd he grunted
us he stralghtened out his legs,

Hopkins bent over to catel another |
glimpse of his chifldren,

“Yep," he sgreed, n wavering amile
touching his lips. “God love ‘er! She's
ke her ma wos at her age—as nesr
llke ns two peas In n pod.™

CHAPTER IV,

On entering the shack Pollyop found
Granny Hope still asleep, Then she
repleninhed the fire and sat down with
Jerry on her lap. She disrobed him,
dried the small body, and placed him
on the cot under the blankets. An
other plece of candy was popped Intn
the ever-ready little mouth: and he
cuddlied down contentedly,

His daughter's cheerful face, when
Jereminh ¢ame home for his dnner,
firove away, for the time being, the
dread her announcement of Mae. |
Kenzle's return had stivred In him

Her deseription of mending the roof
brought a wry smile to his face. She

sat on his knee while he smoked his |
pipe and chattered of the ligtle et |
mate things of the Inkeslde, and Inter
sent him  nnd

|
Jerry off to Larry

u‘-mu
“Teoll Oscar | Haven't Any Meney! emphatie

Just Can't Get It Now!

i
And Pal.
Iyop, Tell Him Too That He Mustn't
Write Me Any More Letters.”

upen the greal fear that obsessed her,
“bhecaune—"

“Becuuse of your ma” Interrupted
Polly, “Sure I know that

A slim band was ralsed fo partial
protest,

“Mother's an awful worry to me
sometimes, but It's vot she altogethor,
But—but ”

“Then—then—It's your Oneloakin’
cousln enme brokenly from Pally,
during the puuse In Miss Robertson's
wintemaent,

O course, | wouldn't have him
know for anything,” Evelyn nodded as-
sent. “Oh, gooduess, | might as well
tell It and get it over. I love some one
else, and he loves me, Pollyop. |
want to be hls wife more thun ['ve
ever wanted anything before.  Ve's
wealthy, dear, and I've got to marry
him ™

Polly's face gathered n shocked ox-
pression. How could she marry sny
otie when she was already wedded to
Oscur Bennett? By any aw  Polly
knew of, & girl could pot have two
husbands at the same time. Even the

terest In

ventured

Hoen "

B ikt wn eAs te me "

sguatters, In thelr careless way of
living. did nothing lke that. Iy,
“Fou eon’t the up to no other mon "Lowve !

to tell you all you'd best be adookin'
out for ‘tm,
the worst man In the settlement, hut
everybody knows he's n lar"”

“He'd best be wookin' out for his own
hide,” Hopking shot baeck like o flash
of steel. “1 aln’t In any mind 1w stand
much of his guff, the dirty duffor.™
Withdrawing her arm from her fath.
er's, ahe leaned her chin on her hand,
She wanted to urge them niot to worry
too much, to tell them of the other
man, rieh like old Mare, who had ex-
pressed In tender totes s kindly in-

huil Intercepted, “an’ powerful ¢loh !
"An' money's what makesw the mare
struck In Lye Braeger

“Sure, 8o "1s," ans vered Polly. “But
"nin't exerything in the world,
Granny Hops's
she kKnows o lol abowt

Larry Bishop's suddon lnugh cracked
In the middle, nod ke swallowed florce

naserted Pollyop, with an
hob of her head, “an' | come

Imddy, he says you're

Bishop's shack, feeling the berter for
food and warmth and love,

At five o'clock, milk-pall In band,
she took the lane that led 1o the Bey-
nett farm. Nothing but her promise
1o Bvelyn would have dragged her
again that day inte Osear's presence.
Nor did she consider that the messnge
ghe had to deliver would Incline the
furmer in be very generous In the mat

for It on the basis be had soggested !
She rounded the bullding and went
Into the cow stablex. On & nail In e

thelr walfare. Somehow,

though, the words would nol come. The
peaceful figure did vot it in with the
secret anderstanding that expressed It
self In the frownlug, furtive glances
that passed from one to the other of
her men-folks

“He's awful, powerful strong™ ahe

In answer to the look she

I gt
that An'
lovs, Granoy

word for

H—11" he burst o ygk.

will hung a lantern, and the farmer |
sal milklng a cow. - |

"Hella, Oscar ! wan her greeling. ™
saw Miss Eve, but 1 dldn't tell her
tothin® about the kisses vou wanted "

Bennett turned and studied her carl
ously, tuking quick stoek of her, sven
o the brown of her bare feet, N he
had not made n mistuke In sumining
her up that morning.

“You better hadnt" bhe growled,
Without Tuterrupting hin work, *7 mp-
poke you hrought me seme fool mes.
Mge from her, eh )" Having fAnished
the cow, he rose snd stond with the
brimming pall of milk In his hand
“She sont you, didn't she?

“Evelyn! L1l believe you

care for me, | really beliove
you deol™

(TO HE CONTINUEL. )

ter of milk, Suppose he demanded pay |

| itueen

| wolldnrity, of comfort, of Pence,
| Brosperity—as

| wring felds, and with ever-husy,
| turesgue  ltallan  laborers onring for
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Harvesting the Coffes Crop,

Prepared by the Natlons] Geographle Bo-
' ciety, Waahingtan, D )
On the gentle sloping hillsldes of the

sorthern portion of a single state of
(he great Brazilian republie there are
| wome 700000000 coffee trees,  Here
famouvs rich, red soll (terra
toasn), under extraordinarily favorable
Amatle conditions, the state of Sao
Paulo Is producing annually close to
| hree-quarters of the world's total
| soffee crop,  Small wonder It Is thet
| this state ranks so high in the num-
ser and In the character of Its popu-
wtlon: In the development of its rall-
tonds; in Its general commercial and
ndustrinl activity,  Small wonder Is
it thut the clty of Sao Paulo s g0 full
af life and encrgy ; that Santos has be-
‘ome o famous o port, that the Santos
focks and the Hao Paulo rallwny at-
trict 0 many visdtors, Coffee 4 the
nulospring of all this development,
Joffee is the prevalling tople of con:
rersation, Coffee 18 the key to the
Innneinl situation. Coffee Is king.

As o famous waterfall, or an lm-
mense steel plant, or n great forest, or
¢ wonderful view attracts the traveler,
0 this remarkable Braxlliun coffee dis-
trict has a fascination all Its own for
the “globetrotter,” or for the more
lelsurely traveler who seeks 1o kuow
something more definite about our
Sovth American nelghbors; or, more
particulurly, for any one to whom
man's achlevements In changlng the
face of nature by making the enrth
aroduce whiat he needs ond what he
inds profitable are a source of sitls
fuetion and Insplration

Journey of Great Interest,

The heart of the coffes country can
¢ renched In less than three weeks
fromm New York, The vovage to nml
fromn Rio Juuelro 2 a dellght which
nnot (il to satisfy even those who
ire not naturally lovers of the seq.
What can be more Ided) for Hny one
who Is tieed out with the wear and
tenr of a busy Ufe than that voyage
of two weeks from New York to Rio,
over the ealin seax and under
bright skies of the toples?

From Rio de Janeiro & journey of
about elght hours tnkes the travelor
neross (e copst range of wmountsing
(Serra do Mar) and along the valley
of the Parnliyba river to the clty of
Sno Puulo, which Hes In a position of
immense sdvantage to lis commercial
development,  From the clty of Epa
Paulo the heart of the coffee country
s renched in a short day's Journey
tlong one of the Moes of rallrond which
g In a northerly or northwesterly di-
rection neross the opon CRMpOS  or
through the seattering woodlands,

In about two hours after leaving the
Yty of Sae Paulo the teaveler begine
to mee the first considerable coffes
planiatlons, and from that time on
the Jnurmiy I8 one of the greatest In.
ferest, Coffee 14 # Frywners
ind miles of coffes trees streteh nway,
ap and down the gentle slopes of the
rolling topography, often as far as the
tYE cun see—grent broad waves of
wreon, with the narrow lnes of the red
Wil showing In marked contemst with
the green of the leavex It ix n slght
shich Is nm soon forgotten, Here and
ihere are small patehes of forest which
mve not yet been destroyed to muke
WHY for the coffee.  And then there
nme grent stretehes of rgged grnss.
wnds, purtly used for grazing PUTPONEH,
I leally for farming. whers the soll
I8 not right for the e [ree,

Charm of the Fazendan.

on the lower slopes of the hills or
M the lowlnns, standing out In
narked sontrgst with the Ereen coffee
rees, are the white bulldings of the
Meendas =afent, substuntial stone pnd
LTINS with witle
ferandas anil lurge windows, surronnd
#d hy gardens flled wih palm, nnd
MBRnY, and orange, aml WADED [rpes |
I extensive outhulldings, for |In:
stables amdd for the machinery, for the
borers and for the superintendent, pe
‘DR placed wt oa respectyl :
f'rom the manor honse.

All these Brazlian fakendng have "
secullne  chafm—an

Ithe

biousey,

Jistunee

Appewranee  of
and of
they le there, wur-
tounded by the wenlth of thelr Cofles

trees, with cuttle Erazing on the nelgh.

the precions crop, whose market prives

| are gnoted dally In all the Important

papers throughout the elvilized world,
The coffee trees on a Braxllian plag-
Aatlon bezln to besr W from two o

Jaslo,Whep

ee ‘

Miles i

Fe}ll“,, nl

four years after they lgve bess
moved from the nurseries where

grow In, wicker buskeis. ynder hady
The frult, when ripe, s req, and e
seuibles a small cherry, or ey
In general nppenrance, The :
which we see in the grocery wlore |y
the seed of this coffew horry,

Normally each berry containg pey
seeds, flat on one side nnd rounded o
the other, the flat sides being togethe
The seeds nre Imbedded (g g
whitish pulp, and are further fhg
selves murrounded by (wo ey

Before the coffeg bean can he
upon the market the oliter cove
the pulp, and the two lgpey coveringy'
must be removed. It iy customary
clusslfly the methods of 1-ﬂif;ﬁrlu
fea for market Inte the wet and e
dry, They are alike, after n copm
stage, and there {= disdgroement npong
experts ny to the relative werlts of e
two In producing the best coffes, B
the dry process the berries are drad
befare the pulp s removed, nnd fh
outer covering, pulp, and Inner eewn
Ings are removed together,  In the we
process the pulp Is first removed |y
water, and the drying and removal of
the Inner envelopes come inter, Thew
Is no absolutely hard and fast rule, iy
varlably followed ot all  fazendn
allke, In the preparation for market o
the coffee benns,

A conslderable water supply und 8
carefully planned  system  of sl
canals und of basing s needed I te
wet method, and It = partly for this
renson, @8 well as because of e
preference of some  fazendelros for
’Iht' dry method, that the wet method
I8 not everywhere In use,

Harvest Lasts Several Months,

The harvest begins In Moy and l4ets
into August, or even Septeniber, This
Is the dry season, so thnt the weather
conditions are very fuvorable, not only
for the harvest itself, but for drying
und transporting the crop after it bas
been gathered. 1o picking the coffes,
the boughs are pulled down with the
left hand and held at the outer md
while the right hand is run along the
bough from the buase to the tip, ths
sripping off the berries as well
many lesves and twigs. For the up
per branches rude stepladders sm
used,

The ususl method of harvestiog
to let the berries, twigs, ete, fall db
rectly on the ground, where (hey am
later raked toggther with wire mkes
with rounded teeth, and the Hest rough
sorting Is mwade™ The next stage s a
wintowing by means of a wire sievs,
the hand being nsed te pick ont the
twigs and leaves and the wind blow
ing nway a good deal of the dust M
the coutents of the sleve ure [hrows
up Into the ale and caught again sev
vral thoes. In o less common
the results of the harvesting are sk
owed tw fall Into cotton cloths wpreed
out undernenth the troes, This make
ihe gatherlug of the vrop quicker, The
berrles nre then assembled o sacks,

From this point on the berrles 1%
rabjected to various mechanical treet
wents, Under the “wet method" by
are woshed, churned with hoes, &
lowed to soften, nnd are then T8
through a mechanical pulper. e
sends, still enveloped by thelr nner
sking, ure stemined from the “mush
resulting from the pulping operatiesd
and ure then piaeed I basiny (o fee
ment slightly so that any remulnid
pulp will be Joosened, They are (el
spread out on large pived surfaces 10
dry in the sun, When properly dried
the seeds are gathered np nnd v
through Ingenlous muchines which b
off the skin, The particles of skin are
sifted nnd blown out mnil the coffe
beans—hulled, elenned aml sorted=
full directly from the Inst muching lnj:
the bhags,  When these confuln ""’
pounds euch they are sewed np 8%
nre ready for shipment to murked.

Along the ronds, deep in red  dusl,
slx or elght yoke of oxen iraw (he
veavy wagon, loaded with the preciond
sneks, to the neprest railroud atation.
In cases where (he rullroad does 0o

cote direptly into the fazeidn, B .
often does, / L
O to the south go the [TAins firs

1o the clty of Sao Paulo, and thed
down the stemp eastern siope¥ of "t.
Serrn do Mar to the world's “‘“““"_
coffee port. .odn Santos, coffee ab¥
lutely dominhtes the lives of the L";
ple, Coffee 4 everywhere—on |

streets, In the warehouses, on b
traln, Every ope s busy with colted

g,

o |
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